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One 


Author's Notes: 
One hundred percent fiction and written with the utmost respect and admiration for the band menbers of Iron 


Maiden. 


| glanced back over my shoulder yet again. Where the fuck is Bruce? This is the second time we played his cue 
but he's not there. He ran backstage after Aces High and vanished! Its not like he hasn't missed a cue before; 
hell, we all have. But knowing that didn't settle the queasy feeling in the pit of my stomach. 


No, it couldn't be because of what happened earlier. That's ridiculous. Bruce is too much the professional. 
Maybe it's just some foul up with the wardrobe; maybe the white parka got misplaced. It has to be something 
like that. Granted, maybe just before going onstage wasn't the best time for me to be joking with Davey. 
Especially not after what happened at the hotel that morning. But Bruce hadn't said a word when | saw him 
after we arrived at the Jiffy Lube grounds. That was typical of him, he's completely focused before a show so 
| thought nothing of it; so | thought the morning's episode had blown over. 


Finally! Bruce appears on the platform, but wait a minute? That's the wrong verse! He sings a couple of lines 


before he realizes it, then mutters something about fucking up and vanishes again. Now what? The sinking 
feeling in my gut increases. We play on to fill in with me swinging my guitar around a bit to help with the 


improv, and then Bruce is back. 


He's back but he isn't singing; it's several minutes before he gets back into the song. | let my mind wander as | 
play. My mind is always off someplace when | play, | always get lost in the music, but this time my thoughts 
keep going back to that morring. This is only the fourth show of the tour, we're still getting back into the 
routine, and up until now Bruce and | haven't had a chance to..well, to get together. Not until last night. 


We arrived in DC. the day before the show, as usual, and as usual | wanted to go out and explore. It's more 
difficult in DC. We had to get a hotel near the airport because Jiffy Lube is actually quite some distance out 
of the city itself, and it's a sprawling area of strip malls and fast food franchises. No interesting architecture 
for me to photograph and none of the cozy little neighborhood bars that | love so much. Frustrated, | went 
straight to my room, toying with the idea of taking a taxi into DC. proper. I've seen it all before, all the 
monuments and memorials, but I'd go stir crazy sitting around all evening. | was just pulling up some of the 


local taxi companies on my phone when a knock sounded at my door. 


It was Bruce. | was a little surprised to see him. Up until now he'd been so occupied with all of his other 
pursuits that he's been disappearing into his room with his phone glued to his ear as soon as we arrived at 


the hotels. 


"Hil" | greeted him, opening the door wide for him to come inside. | knew | was smiling ear to ear, but | couldn't 
help it. My mind immediately started to speculate on the reason for his visit. Maybe he'd been thinking along 
the same lines as | had been? We had a lot of time together in Paris earlier this year but that was a few 
months ago and | missed him. Sure, we saw each other all the time when prepping for the tour, but it wasn't 


the same. 


"Hey, Jan," he came inside and flopped down on the bed with his arms folded behind his head, grinning at me. | 
knew that grin. I'd been right; he was thinking along the same lines as | was! 


Wow! What a night! After forty years you would think it would get old, but with Bruce; never! It's a different 
mood between us when we're on tour. When we were recording in Paris last winter we were like an old married 
couple in many ways. The sex was intimate and comfortable and almost romantic at times. But when we're on 
tour it's like the Tattooed Millionaire days all over again. Hot, wild, insatiable, never seeming to get enough. 


Granted, maybe our age has physically slowed us down a bit, but it hasn't affected the intensity, not one bit! 


When | woke up this morning Bruce's arm was wrapped around my waist and | could feel the full length of his 
naked body pressed against my back. | turned around and woke him up with a blowjob, then we had a shower 
(where he returned the favor) and went down to breakfast. And that was where things started going wrong. 
Ravens Age are a great bunch of kids and because Steve's son is their guitarist, we associate with them a bit 
more than we ordinarily do with our supporting bands. We were given a reserved area of the dining room for 
our meals, and across the room Steve was having breakfast with George and Kerry as well as Matt and Jai 


from Raven Age. And | don't know why, but | opened my stupid mouth. 


"Raven Age were great in Charleston the other night, weren't they? Matt reminds me of Dave when we were 


younger, in a way. No wonder girls are flocking all around him!" 


Bruce was reading something on his phone, as usual, but he looked up distractedly, "Hmmm..? Matt doesn't look 


anything like Davey!" 
"| suppose not physically, but he still reminds me of him. Blonde and sexy, you know." 
"Sexy? You think Matt is sexy?" 


| sighed, realizing I'd opened a can of worms, but it was too late to backpedal now. "The girls certainly seem to 


think so." | commented. 


Bruce was giving me his full attention now, his amber eyes intense the way he gets when he's in one of his 


testy moods. "Girls will chase any rockstar, Jan, you know that. The question is, do you think he's sexy?" 
"I simply said he reminds me a bit of Dave when he was young Bruce. It was just a casual observation" 


"Humph," Bruce snorted and returned his attention to his phone, but he was unusually quiet all through 
breakfast. He went straight back to his own room after we ate with just a half wave in my general direction 
and even after all our years together, | felt a pang of hurt. Bruce can be almost callous at times and | should 
be used to it, but I'm not. | probably never will be. 


He didn't emerge until it was time to ride to the venue, still glued to his phone. For the record, he likes to say 
he uses an ancient Nokia flip phone during his lectures, but he has the latest model i-Phone and conducts 
business over it constantly. He rode in a different minibus and | tried not to wonder if he was deliberately 
avoiding me. Me and my big mouth! | know Bruce is insanely jealous over me; he always has been. During his 
six years away from the band he would ask me every time we managed to get together if anyone was taking 
his place in my bed. No one was, of course. I'd resigned myself to a life without Bruce and started my own 


family while he was away; | was convinced that our relationship was over. | couldn't have been more wrong, as 


it turned out. 

| never prepare for a show, nothing | do is ever rehearsed so other than double checking my equipment all 
there is to do before we go on is to wait. The adrenaline is already surging through me by then and | was 
pacing backstage when Davey came up to me. 

"Care to go out for a few after the show?" 


| grinned. Dave can always settle me down; he has such a laid back, calm way about him. "Yeah, maybe." 


We were standing near the part in the curtain and the stagehands had left it open a few inches. | saw Dave 
glance out at Ravens Age who were in the middle of their set." 


"George is a pro, isn't he? They all are!" 


| nodded. Raven Age was gathering a solid following and it wasn’t simply because George is Steve's son; they're 
very talented. "They're all so young, though!" | remarked. 


Dave laughed, "Takes you back to the old days, does it?" 


| joined his laughter "Ah, to be young again. Sex, drugs, and rock and roll!" Not that I'd ever indulged in much of 
the first two things, but it had always been the adage of what a rock star's life is all about. | turned then to 
look for Eddie, my tech, and almost ran into Bruce who had been standing not three feet behind us. And who 
had obviously heard at least part of our conversation Before | could say anything, he turned on his heel and 


stalked off. 


There was no time to worry about that, though. Raven's Age finished their last number and the set was being 
converted for our show. | found Eddie and went over a few things with him as the crew were hoisting the 


Spitfire up on its pulleys, then we were onl 


Aces High went smoothly but Bruce seemed to lack spark. | don't know what it was, but after so many 
hundreds upon hundreds of performances we can all feel it if one of us is a bit off. His voice was fine, but 
something was different. Then he disappeared immediately after the song and missed his cue to start Where 
Eagles Dare. And now that he's back he still hasn't found his place in the song. We play on, Davey delivering a 


scorching solo as we all improvised, waiting for Bruce to find his place. 

He finally did, of course, and the rest of the song went fine. It wasn't until a bit later that | saw Bruce take 
Harry aside, obviously offering him some sort of explanation. Harry would have been livid in the old days, but 
he was taking it in stride now. With my earpiece in | couldn't heard what Bruce was saying, so | leaned in closer. 
He stepped away to banter with the audience, so | followed him, impulsively leaning in to whisper in his ear. 

"If you come to my room later, you're going to get the blowjob of a lifetime!" 


He looked at me, startled, "What?" 


| put my hand on his shoulder, making sure my hair was brushing his skin, "You heard me! And you'd better 


fuck my brains out, too!" 
He broke into the widest grin, his eyes regaining their spark. | knew he would be at my door. 


PERE EEEE EE EK 


We lay in a sweaty heap, still trying to regain our breath. 


"So," | managed to finally ask, "what's been eating at you all day, anyway?" 
He turned to face me, his expression solemn, "I'm getting old, Jan!" 


"Bollocks! Could an old man do what we just did? Hell, | was still sore from last night; | won't be able to sit down 


at all tomorrow!" 


He smiled and reached out with a rare gesture of affection, brushing my damp hair back, "My foot aches like 


hell, my hair is gray, and | dare not even leap over the monitor the way | used to. I'll be bl in a few weeks!" 


"And I've been 62 for months, Bruce!" | leaned in and brushed a kiss on his lips, "Age is just numbers; it doesn't 
mean a damned thing!" 


He was quiet for a time but even in the dim light | could see his eyes glitter, "I was worried that you might 


fancy a young man" His voice was low, almost inaudible. Bruce hates showing vulnerability. 


‘| do," | smiled, my hand slipping through the hair of his torso and creeping below, grasping him. "You!" 


